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nopsis.—Adventurous and reck-
yather than criminal, and ex-
otted by liquor, Curly Flandrau and
hI‘s Mac, both practically
mere boys, become involved in a
,’]m.ﬁ,\.smaling adventure. Dispos-
ing of the stolen stock in the town
of Saguache, Ariz., the band sepa-
" \lac is killed by a posse and
curly taken captive, after he has
<hpol one and himself been wounded
:i".'<t' man shot is Luek Callison, a
rormer fighting sheriff. Cullison’s
ciends determine to lynch Curly
.« an example to cattle thieves.
Wwith the rope around his neck he
is saved by the intervention of Kate
cullison, Luck’s daughter, Liuck
auestions the boy concerning a no-
Lorious outlaw, Soapy Stone, real
eader of the rustlers. Flandrau
jearns that Soapy Stone js Culli-
-an’s bitter enemy and exercises a
' ful influence over the ex-sher-
.+« son Sam, who has quarreled

i his father. Cullison goes ball
Curly rescues Soapy
a bear trap. At the
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Lordon ranch he discovers that the
sutlaw is Sam Cullison’s rival for
Laura London's hand. Flandrau,
-isiting Stone's ranch, Is convinced
1 train robbery is being planned.
gamn leaves the ranch for Saguache,
Ccurly accompanies him. Eaves-
dropping. Curly hears Stone and his
jeutenant, Lute Blackwell, arrange
to hold up the train at Tin Cup
crossing and after the robbery shoot
voung Cullison and leave his body
on the scene. Curly is accused by
stone of being a spy of Luck Cul-
lison's. They are separated, but
part with the wunderstanding that
their next meeting will mean a
gght to the death. Curly confides
in Luck., Store is forced to leave
ppwn. The express office in® Sa-
mache is robbed of $20,000. Luck
disappears and is suspected by the
sikeriff of the crime.
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Il.—Continued.
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To Bolt his disappearance was as
good a8 a confession of guilt. He
searched Luck’s room at the hotel.
Among other things, he found an old
envelope with interesting data pen
ciled on it.

Defore nizhtfall the word was whis
pereid all over -Sagumsche that Luck
Cullison, pioneer ecattleman and for
mer sheriff, was suspected of vhe W
& 8. express robbery and hac¢ fled to
save hini<elf from arrest. At frst men
marveled that one so well known and
0 popular, one who had been so prom-
inent in affairs, could be suspected of

CHAPTER

such a erime, but as they histened to
the evidence and saw it fall like
hlocks of a building into place, the
conviction grew that he was the
masked Landit wanted by the sheriff.
* * = * * * *
Red-headed Bob Cullison  finished

maxing the diamond hiteh and proudl
calied his eousin Kate to inspect the
packhorse,

“You never saw the hitch thrown
better, he bragged, boylike.
“Uncle Luck says I do it well as he
can,”
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“It's fine, Bobh,” his eousin agreed.
with the proper enthusiasm in her
dark eyes. “You'll have to teach me

how to do it one of these days."

She wus in a khaki riding skirt, and
she pulled herself to the saddle of her
own horse. From this position she
gave him final instructions before leav-
ing,

It had been on Wednesday morning
that Luck Cullison disappeared from
the face of the earth. Before twerlty-
four hours the gossip was being whis-
bered in the most distant canons of
1_’:'1}::1;.:0 county. The riders of the
Uircle C knew it, but none of them
had yet told either Bob or Kate.

Now it was Friday morning and
Kate was beginning to wonder why
‘her father did not eall her up. Could
it be that Soapy Stone wds pulling off
bis train robbery at Tin Cup and her
father sq hysy that he could not take
ime to ride to a telephone station?
She did not like to leave the ranch just
How, even for a few hours, but other
business called her away. Sweeney
Was holding down the fort at the Del
Oro against Fendrick’s sheepherders,
&nd his weekly supply of provisions
had to he taken to him. Since she
Vanted to see with her own eyes how
things were getting along at the canon.
she wag taking the supplies in person.

She rode from sunlight into shadow
&nd fromn shadow to sunlight again,
Winding along the hill trail that took
her toward the Del Oro, After hours
of truvel she came to the saddle from
¥hich one looked down to the gap in
the canon walls that had been the com-
Won watering place of all ‘men’s cat-
"I, but now was homesteaded by her

;atlwr. She could see the hut, the
’\'rcru-e line running parallel to the
Stre

—tdin on the other side, some grazing
“ltle, Sweeney’s horse in the corral,

nd]‘ifﬂ piteonus hleatlng of a lamb float-
b her. Kate dismounted and made
I‘:"‘ Way toward the sound. A pathetie
ﬁ“.ll'(‘“i"""-“e of frightened life tried to
e &¢le free at her approach. The
- leg of the Ipmb had become

Jilliarn Aecl ecod ZPzine

COPYRIGHT.BY GXW.DILLINGHAM COMBPANY

Wedged at the {ntersection of several |

rocks in such a way that it could not
be withdrawn," :

Kate pulled the boulder away, and
releafed the prisoner. She took the
soft, woolly creature in her arms, and
examined the wounded limb, all torn
and raw from its efforts to escape., A
wound, she recalled, ought to be
washed with cold water and bound.
Returning to her horse, she put the lit-
tle animal in front of the saddle and
continued on tHe trail that Ted down to
the river.

Sweeney came out from the cabin
and hailed her. He was a squat, weath-
er-beaten man, who had ridden for her
father ever since she could remember.

“What in Mexico you got there?' he
asked in surprise.

She explained the circumstances un-
(ler which she had found the lamb.

“And what you aiming to do with
it?

“I'm going to tie up its leg and take
it across the river. ‘Some of the C. F.

herders are sure to find 1t before
night.”

“Sho! What are you fooling with
Cass Fendrick's sheep for?' he
grumbled.

“It isn’t a sheep, but a lamb. And

['m not going to see it suffer, no mat-
ter who owns it. I'll just ride across

and leave it outslde the fence,” she

said.

“Lemme go.
ter.”

Sweeney did not wait for her assent,
but swung to the saddle. She handed

I know the river bet-

himm the lamb, and he forded the
Streani.

Sweeney saw some one disappear
into a wash as he reached the fence.

The rider held up the lamb, jabbered
a sentence of broncho Spanish at the
spot where the man had been, put
down his bleating burden, and can-
tered back to his own side of the river.

An hour later, Kate, on the return
trip, topped the rise where she had
found the lamb. Pulling up her-pony,
to rest the horse from its c¢limb, she
gazed back across the river to the roll-
ing ridges among which lay the C. F.
ranch. ©Oddly enough, she had never
seen Cass Fendriek. He had come to
Papago county a few years before, and
had bought the place from an earlier
<eftler. In the disagreement that had
‘allen between the two men, she was
wholly on the side of her father. Some-
times she had wondered what manner
f man this Cass Fendrick might be;
‘lisngreeable, of course, but after pre-
cisely what fashion?

*“Your preperty, I believe, Miss Cul-
lison.”

She turned at sound of the suave,
amused drawl, and loocked upon a dark,

slim young man of picturesque ap-
aearance. He was bowing to her with

an obvious intention of overdoing it.

Her instinct told the girl who he
was, She did not need to ask herself
any longer what Cass Fendrick looked
like.

He was holding out to her the blood-
stained kerchief that had been tied to
the lamb’s leg.

“T didn’t care to have it returned,”
she told him with cold eivility.

“Now, if you'd only left a neote to
say so, it would have saved me quite a
considerable eclimb,” he suggested.

In spite of herself a flicker of
amusement lit her eves. She had a
sense of huomor. *“I did not think of
that, and since you have troubled to
return it to me, I can enly say thank
vou."

She held out her hand for the ker-
chief, but he did not move. “I don't
know but what P'll keep it, after all,
for a souvenir.” .

She ignored his sardonic mockery.
“1 don't let live ecreatures suffer when
I can help it. Are you going to give
me my handkerchief?”

“jlaven't made up my mind yet.
Perhaps I'll have it washed and bring
it home to you.”

She decided he was trying to flirt
with her, and turned the head of her
horse to start.

“Now your father has pulled his
freight, I expect it will be safe to call.,”
he added. )

The bridle rein tightened. “What
nonsense are you saying about my fa-
ther?”

“No news, Miss Cullison; just what
everybody is saying, that he has gone
to cover on account of the holdup.”

A chill fear drenched her heart. “Do
vou mean the holdup of the Limited at

Tin Cup?” .
“No I don't.” He looked at her

sharply. “Mean to say you haven’t

heard of the holdup of the W. & S.

Express company at Saguache?”

* “No. When was it?”

“Tuesday night. The man got
away with twenty thousand dollars.”

"wAnd what has my father to do with
that?' she demanded haughtily.

A satlsfied spleen purred in his
voice. “My dear young lady, that fis
what everyone is asking.”

“What :;f) you mean? Say it.”” There
was fear as well as anger in her volce.

-I'm coming to town.

Had her father somehow got ' !ntoT'Unclé Lu;:k comes back, He'nu aake

trouble trying to save Sam?

“Oh, I'm saving nothing. But what
Sheriff Bolt means is that when he
gets his handecuffs on Luck Cullison
he'll have the man that can tell him
where that twenty thousand is.”

“It’s a lie.” ,

He waved his, hand airily, as one
who declined respongibility in the mat-
ter, but his dark, saturhine face
sparkled with malice.

“Maybé so. Seems to! be some evi-
dence, but I reckon he can explain
that away—when he comes back. The
holdup dropped a hat with the initials
L. C. in the band, since identified as
his. He had lost a lot of money at
poker. Next day he paid it. He had
no money in the bank, but mavbe he
found it growing on a ecactus bush.”

“You liar!” she panted, eyes blaz-
ing. /

“I'll take that from you, my dear,
because you look so blamed pretty
when you're mad: but I wouldn't take
it from him—from your father, who is
hiding out in the hills somewhere.”

Anger uncurbed welled from her in
an inarticulate ery. He had come
close to her, and was standing beside
the stirrup, one bold hand upon the
rein. Her quirt went swiftly up and

~down, cut like a thin bar of red-hot

iron across his uplifted face. He
stumbled back, half blind with the
pain. Before he could realize what
had happened the spur on her little
boot touched the side of the pony and
it was off with a bound. She was gal-
loping wildly down the trail toward
home. :

lle looked after her, fingers caress-
ing the welt that burned his cheek.

“You'll pay for that, Kate Cullison,”
he said aloud to himself,

CHAPTER 11l
“Ain't She the Gamest Little Thor-
oughbred?” '

Kate galloped into the ranch plaza
around which the buildings were sét,
slipped from her pony, and ran at once
to the telephone. Bob was on a side
porch mending a bridle.

“Have you heard anything from
dad?" she cried through the open
door.

“Nope,” he answered, hammering
down a rivet. '

Kate called up the hotel where Ma-
loney was staying at Saguache, but
could not get him. She asked in turn
for Mackenzie, for Yesler, for Alec
Flandrau.

While she waited for an answer, the
girl moved nervously about the room.
She could not sit down or settle her-
self at anything. For some instinet
told her that Fendrick's taunt was_not
a lle cut out of whole cloth.

The bell rang. Instantly she was at
the telephone. Mackenzie was at the
other end of the line.

“Oh, Uncle Mac.” She had called
him uncle ever since she could remem-

He Stumbled Back Hailf Blind With
Pain.

ber. “What is it they are saying
about dad? Tell me it isn't true,” she
begged.

“A pack of lees, lassie.” His Seoteh
idiom and saccent had succumbed to
thirty years on the plains, but when
he became excited it rose trinumphant
through the sacquired speech of the
Southwest.

“Then is he there—in Saguache, |
mean?”’

“No-0. He’'s not in town.”

“Where is he?”

“Hoots! He'll just have gcne some-
where on business.”

He did not bluff well. Through the
hearty assurance she pierced to the
note of trouble in his voice.

“You're hiding something from -me,
Uncle Mac. I won't have it. You tell
me the truth—the whole truth.”

In three sentences he sketched it for
her. and when he had finished he
knew by the sound of her voice that
she was greatly frightened.

“Something has happened to him.
T'll bring Bob.
Save us twe rooms at the hotel.”

She turned to her cousin, who was
standing big-eyed at her elbow.

“What is it, Kate? Has anything
happened to Uncle Luck?”

She swallowed a lump in her throat.
“Dad’s gone, Bob. Nobody knows
where. They say—the liars—that he
robbed the W. & S. Expreéss company.”

Suddenly her face went down into
her forearm on the table and sobs be-
gan to rack her body. The boy, stag-
gered at this preposterous charge,
could only. lay his hand on her shoul-
der and beg her not to cry.

“It'll be all right, Kate. Walt till

'em slck for talking about him.”

His cousin nodded, choking dowm
her sobs “Of course, It—it'll come
out all right—as soon as he finds out
what they're saying. Saddle  two
horses right away, Bob.”

“Sure. We’'ll soon find where he
I bet you.” on |

The setting sun found their journey
less than half done. Kate was tor-
tured with anxiety. Deep within her
something denied that her father could
be gone out of a world so good. And
if he were alive, Curly Flandrau
would find him—Curly and Dick be-
tween them. Luck Cullison kad plenty
of good friends who wouid not stand
by and see him wronged. )

Any theory of his disappearance
that accepted his guilt did not oecur
to her mind for an instant. The two
had been very close to each ‘other:
Luck had been in the habit of saying
smilingly that she was his major domo,
his right bower. Some share of ,his
lawless temperament she inherited,
enough to feel sure that this particu-
lar kind of wrongdoing was impossible
for him. He was reckless, sometimes
passionate, but she did not need to re-
assure herself that he was scrupulous-
ly honest.

. This brought her back to the only
other tenable hypothesis—foul play.

is,

ing heart. For surely if his enemles
wished to harm him they would de-
stroy him, and this was a conclusion
against which she fought desperately.

The plaza clock boomed ten strokes
as they rode into Saguache. Macken-
zle was waiting for them on the steps
of the hotel. ]

“Have they—has anything been—?”

The owner of the Fiddleback shook
his grizzled head. *“Not yet. Didn’t
you meet Curly?”

“NO."

“He rode out to come in with yon,
but if be didn't meet you by ten he
was to come back. You took the north
road, I reckon?”

I‘YES'D!

ders and drew her into the hotel with
cheerful talk.

“Come along, Bob. We're going to
tuck away a good supper first off.
While you're eating, I'll tell you all
there is to be told.”

Kate opened her lips to sayv that she
was not hungry and could not possibly
eat a bite, but she thought beiter of
it. Bob had tasted nething since noon,
and of course he must be fed.

Curly came into the room, and the
zirl rose to meet him, He took her
little hand in his tanned muscalar one,
and somehow from his grip she gath-
ered sirength.

“I'm so glad you've come,” she said
simply. .,

“I'm glad you're glad,” he smiled
cheerfully.

He knew she had been erying, that
she was suffering cruelly, but he of-
fered her courage rather than maudlin
sympathy. Hope seemed te flow
through hker veins at the meeting of
the eyes. Whatever a man could do
for her would be done by Curly.

They talked the situation over to-
gether.

“As it looks to me, we've got to find
out two things—first, what has be-
come of yvour father and, second. who
did steal that money. T don’'t see it
yvet, but there's some link between the
two things. I mean between the rob-
bery and his disappearance.”

“How do yvou mean?’ Kate asked.

“We'll say the robbers were his ene-
mies—some of the Soapy Stone outflt,
mayvhbe. ‘Chey have got him out of the
way. to satisfy their grudge and to
make people think he did it. Unfortu-
nately there is evidence that makes it
look as if he might have done Iit—
what they ecall corroborating testi-
mony."

“What does Sheriff Bolt think?”

Curly waved the sheriff aside. “It
don't matter what he thinks, Miss
Kate. He says he thinks Luck was
mixed up in the holdup. Maybe that’s
what he thinks, but we don’t want to
forget that Cass Fendrick made him
sheriff and your father fought him to
a fare-you-well.”

“I'd like to talk with Bolt,”
young woman announced.

“All right,” Mackenzie assented.
“Pomorrow mo’'ning—"

“No, tonight, Uncle Mae.”

The cattleman looked at her in sur-
prise. Her voice rang with decision
Her slight figure seemed compact with
energy and resolution. Was this the
girl who had been in helpless tears not
ten minutes before?

“J'1l see if he's at his office.
he'll come up.” Curly said.

the

Maybhe

“Cass Fendrick is the
man you want.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Forestalled the President.

Pegegy Is feeling important these
days, having been chosen secretary of
her little .church eclub. She was labor-
ing over the minutes of her first meet-
ing .when I suggested that she should
always begin: “The meeting was call-
ed to order with the president in the
chair.” “But she wasn't,”” protested
Peggy, indignantly. “I was. I got there
first and got the big chair and thke
rest had only kindergarten seats.”

City Lighting Modern.
Lighting up a whole_city at night
is quite a modern invention, although

4ilumination was used in some of the

ancient citles. Paris and London dis-
pute the priority in the matter of mod-
ern street lighting. London claims te
have lighted its streets with lanterus
as early as 1414, but this contention
Is disputed. During the sixteenth cen
tury lanterns for atreet lighting werr
provided at the pvblic cost in Paris

And from this she shrank with a quak-, \

He put an arm around her shoul-
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The combination of finest Porto Rican and American
tobaccos that is the culmination of 30 years of experience

in cigar making. Try one!
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phene rates. Prices of eve
agein during these years.
nor chickens at fifteen.

until at this time we are paying

gystem. .

The installation has already been started amd it will be push-
ed to completion ia the shertest psssible time.
is expected that this system will be in operation in High Poimt—
oune of the first cities im the south to adopt the new system.

NORTH STATE TELEPHONE (0.

TELEPHONE IMPROVEMENTS AND RATES

For the past 24 years our company bas not changed its tele-
thing else bave advanced again aad
gs can no loager be had at ten cents
The materials which we use in the main-
tenaace of our system and in the construction of new lines have
increased three times since our present rates weére established.
Labor, aiso, has taken long and rapid strides toward bigh prices
uble the old prices.

It has beem necessary to advance our telephone rates to off-
set these greatly increased expenses. Awnd, tes, the compeany has
made plaas to install, at great expense, the automatic telephone

Within a year it
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